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The End of the Wait 


Author's Notes: 
So, this chapter is very long, and heavily charged with smut-i think-Had quite the fun writing it toh lmao first 
smut i ever do. Sorry if it's kinda, idk, weirdly phraced??? idk Imao Enjoy ¥ 


If someone - out of nowhere - told Richie that he would be having gay sex with Jon Bongiovi of all people, he 
would have punched them square in the face, and told them to stop messing with him. But now that it was 


going to happen, his brain was a complete mess of incoherent, self-conscious, and horny thoughts. 


He had just proposed to Jon, and he said yes, which brought them both to tears. The thought of being married 
to Jon - in what could be called married, given the fact that gay marriage wasn't even legal yet - took his 


breath away from excitement, and anxiousness. 


Countless nights did he dream about finally proposing to the beautiful singer, his boss, his best friend, and now, 
his soon-to-be husband. His heart would skip a beat every time he would be calling him husband. He could 
already picture it. He - tired, and worn out from a day of work - coming home to his gorgeous husband, who 


would be in the kitchen - very cliché right? - finishing diner for both of them in his cute pink apron, and 


swinging his plump cute ass to the beat of some music playing on the record. He would sneak up to him, wrap 
his arms around his slim waist and pepper his neck with kisses. They would kiss lovingly, Jon would ask him 
about work, they would eat, shower together, and then have hot passionate sex all night long. He would show 


Jon how much he loves him, how much he cherishes him all night long, everyday if he wanted to. 


But he could only dream. It didn't hurt anybody. 


Jon's currently lying on the bed with only his briefs on. His gaze meets Richie's in an expectant plea as his 
body shivers from anticipation Richie takes the rest of his clothes off, leaving him only in his boxers to show 
his growing bulge as his eyes drink him in He scans all of Jon's body, from his handsome face to his heaving 
chest full of soft chestnut hair, his flat cute tummy, his visibly hard erection, and his long lean legs with 
those thick succulent thighs. 


"Gorgeous." He thinks out loud without intending to, and Jon immediately flushes up to his chest, a shy 
expression taking over his face, and his lips forming a tiny smile. "Woops." He fakes surprise, and puts his hand 
on his mouth as he grins, his dimples showing his joy at seeing Jon laugh. 


"Hurry up, you goof. I'm gettin cold." Jon whines, and rolls to his stomach, giving Richie a perfect view of his 


plump juicy ass. It takes Richie a lot of self-control to go fetch the lube, and the condoms. Better to be safe. 
‘lm going, baby. Lemme just." He shuffles around his bad trying to find the things he needs. "Find this thing.” 


A fond smile appears on Jon's face as he watches Richie's scrunched up face trying to find the lube, his pink 


tongue darting out in concentration, and his eyebrows knitted together. 


‘Cute’ Jon then spots the velvety purple box with the ring inside, and he feels his eyes watering again at the 


memory of just some minutes ago. ‘I'm so lucky’ 


He opens it, and takes the ring out. It's golden, and quite thick with a tiny gem on top - probably a diamond, 
who knows - and something inscribed inside. ‘J€R'. He contemplates the ring with profound love, and he doesn't 
notice his lover's eyes staring at him. He blushes even more, and snorts at being caught red-handed. 


‘Its so pretty." He whispers. 


"Let me put it on you, love." Jon looks up at him, and softly nods. He sits up, and gives Richie space to sit 
beside him. 


Richie reaches for the ring. He inspects it before taking Jon's left hand, feels the touch of his cute fingers, 
and reaches for the one he is looking for. He holds it delicately as his trembling hand brings the ring closer to 
it in an attempt of sliding it in. 


Jon giggles, and takes Richie's nervous hand in his, and helps him slide the ring in. It looks like it always belonged 
there, in that finger, on Jon's hand. Richie then kisses his hand, and then his lips. 


"Where's yours?" Asks Jon. Richie then lifts his hand to show an equally thick golden ring, but without the gem. 
"Aw, | wanted to put it on you?" 
He pouts cutely, and Richie just looks dumbfounded. ‘How did | not think about that? 


"I just- As soon as | bought it, | put it on. | guess | couldn't wait anymore." He looks up nervously at his lover's 
blue eyes. "But, l-I can just take it off, if you want, so you can put it on me, | don't know." At this point he 


was rambling nervously, and Jon snorts. 

"C'mon, take it off. Its my turn to put it in” 

"Oh, we've started with the innuendos, puns, whatever they are?" Richie grins widely as he tries to take the 
ring off, but it's not coming out easily. "Goddamn, this is tight." He mumbles to himself, and Jon laughs loudly, 


flashing him a seductive smile. 


"That's not the only thing that's tight tonight" He says in a deeper tone, and it's Richie's turn to blush. 


Crimson red covers his entire face, and up to his ears, and Jon can't help but laugh loudly. 

"Goddamit Jonny! Stop the puns." The ring suddenly comes off, and startles him just for a second. 

"Fine, fine." He admits defeat, but his smile never disappears. "Okay, let's put this on again, shall we, honey?" He 
bites his bottom lip in anticipation, and Richie just wants to bite them in his place. Jon takes Richie's ring finger 
in his hand, runs his thumb tenderly over the skin. He slides the ring in smoothly, and then laces his fingers 
with Richie's. "There.. where it belongs." 

| guess you could say we're official." Richie smiles, and inches in, kissing Jon softly on the mouth. 

Jon's hands find Richie's neck, they caress it, he roams them up to his jaw, and all the way down to his naked 
chest. He feels Richie's firm chest, and strong arms as they continue kissing, their bodies growing hotter by 
the second. 

Richie pushes Jon onto the bed, and he instantly melts under Richie's weight. They're kissing languidly, Richie's 
tongue explores all the extent of Jon's mouth, suckles on his plump bottom lip, and Jon can only let moans, and 
whimpers out as Richie devours them. 

"Are you sure- about this?" He exhales. Jon nods frantically. 


"Mhmm. God Rich." He finds himself breathless, the air reaching his lungs not being enough. 


Jon feels like his body is on fire, and it sparks a familiar sensation from his chest all the way down to his 


crotch. Richie's hands are all over his body, they are everywhere, feeling, and Touching, and memorizing as 


they go. 


The brunette moves down to Jon's neck, and starts savoring the newly formed sweat, he swipes his tongue 
from the bottom to his ear, whispering sweet nothings along the way. He kisses, and bites, and leaves Jon's 
body shivering, and writhing under his touch. 


"You're so pretty, baby. So beautiful, so sweet, | could practically eat you up." Ohgod ohgod ohgod. Every single 
word coming out of Richie's mouth was turning him on. "Is that what you want baby? Do you want me to eat 
you up tonight?" Richie's velvety voice sent shivers all over his being, he screws his eyes shut as he 


visualizes what his lover just said. 


"Fuck, you're killing me." He rasps. He never considered himself a fan of dirty talk - even though he would do it 
to the groupies just because they loved it, and he liked watching them blush furiously at his dirty comments - 
and now that Richie was doing the same, he felt his face heat up in a bashful blush at the realization that he 


liked it, and found it very arousing. 


Richie then reaches for Jon's ass, first from under them as he pulls the ends of the briefs up, and then grips 
the two perfect globes inside his hands, feels the supple skin mold into them as he starts grinding his hips on 
Jon's. They both moan lustfully at the delicious contact, and Jon drags his hands all over Richie's back, hard 


enough to leave marks. 


"Fuck, Richie." He manages to say breathlessly. He moves his hands between the brunette's back and his neck, 

as if giving him a massage. "Oh God- Aah." He gasps as Richie presses harder on his erection, which was fully 
as hard as Richie's, and he spreads both ass cheeks slightly, just enough to let a finger slide into the soft skin 
between his balls and his ass. He carefully drags his finger back and forth, each time harder than before, and 


then presses. 


Jon's eyes immediately open as a small wave of unknown pleasure passes through him. It was mostly shock, 
since he never touched himself ‘there’, and the new feeling was weird. It didn't necessarily mean it was bad, 


but it was definitely unfamiliar. 


It also surprised him how Richie was pushing all the right buttons on his body, as if he knew his body better 
than himself. Well, almost all of his body, but after tonight he could say he knows all of it. 


Richie didn't give him more time to think as he starts taking his briefs off slowly. He momentarily leaves Jon's 
neck to take them off properly. They pass by Jon's hips as they let his cock free. The cool air immediately 
hits it, and Jon hisses. 


The guitarist leans back a little to see his lover under him, to appreciate Jon in his naked glory. ‘God, you're so 
beautiful! was the only thing Richie could think as he watched every part of Jon's body shiver - in anticipation, 


and excitement - and sees Jon doing the same. 


"You're so beautiful, baby. | can't stress that enough..." Richie smiles adoringly at him as Jon averts his eyes 
with an obvious blush on his cheeks, neck, and chest. He then eyes his naked cock which was waiting to be 
touched. It stands up proud, and stiff, flushed on the tip as the color fades when reaching the shaft. He could 
never think of himself finding a cock attractive, even less cute, but that's exactly what he was thinking. ‘Even 
the head is cute, what the heck’. Richie could only laugh at himself because he realized he was utterly whipped 


for the boy underneath him who was now growing impatient, and seeking for attention 


"Stop staring, and hurry up! I'm not going anywhere.." He didn't care how whiny he sounded, he just needed 


Richie to hurry up before he exploded. His cock was pulsing, and aching for some sort of touch immediately. 


Richie can only chuckle deeply as he touches Jon's closed knees. "Alright, love. Your wish is my command." Then 


he opens them wide in one swift move, and Jon yelps in surprise as he is left completely exposed to his lover's 


hungry eyes. 
Jon licks his lips in a nervous manner, and his eyes flicker to the lube sitting on the drawer near the table. 


Richie starts caressing the insides of his thighs lovingly, missing his cock, and balls on purpose. Every time his 
hand passed by the sensitive area Jon would hold his breath waiting to be touched, but then the warmth of 
the hand would go away, and he would huff in frustration 


The mischievous brunette then hovers his face near the tip of his penis, and breathes right on it, leaving Jon 
gasping, his crystalline eyes - which had their pupils blown wide from arousal, and desire - meeting the dark 


ones in a plea for mercy. 
"Stop teasing..." He rasps in a whisper, but Richie catches it. 


Then Richie starts fondling his balls, and his hot mouth meets the hot skin of Jon's cock, and his thighs begin 
to shake. A loud moan is forced out of his throat as he writhes under the feel of Richie's hot mouth engulfing 


his aching member. 


"Oh my God Richie, Aah- Nhng!" He feels the smirk appearing on his lover's face as he sucks on the sensitive 
head, and then runs his tongue all the way down to his shaft, and then back up. Then puts as much as he can 
in his mouth, and Jon arches his back as his hand reaches for Richie's head, and grips his hair, pulling it quite 


harshly and drawing a groan from him. 

He feels the vibrations in his cock, and it makes his thigh shake even more. Richie then hollows his cheeks, and 
starts sucking harder in a steady rhythm. Jon can feel himself tipping over the edge, but he doesn't want it to 
end yet. Richie then moves a hand to his left nipple, and tugs at the hardened nub. 


Jon gasps for air as he feels a dull but pleasurable ache in his nipple. He never considered men's nipples to play 


a big part in stimulation, but he realized he was totally wrong. 


He felt at the edge of his orgasm, so he tugs at Richie's long strands. "Fuck, Richie! Stop, I'm gonna cum." 


Richie perks up and detaches himself from his cock, Jon whimpers at the loss, and tries to relax as he sinks 
deeper into the soft mattress. 


‘Sorry, baby. You taste good" Richie grins wickedly, and reaches for the lube. "Now this..” Jon watches intently 
as he opens it, and pour a decent amount on his fingers, and starts rubbing them together, making sticky 


sounds that made him bite his bottom lip from arousal. "Is the complicated part." He mumbles out loud. 


"| don't think it could be that complicated" Jon guesses. From what he read, they he only needed to be 
stretched out with at least three fingers, and then Richie would just have to enter him, and have intercourse, 
wouldn't they? "H's just three fingers, right? No biggie." He said sweetly, but Richie eyed him worriedly. Truth 
be told, Jon was very afraid in the inside, but he needed to stay strong outside, so they could proceed. 


If you say so, baby. Just- tell me if it hurts too much, and I'll stop." Jon frowns in confusion. ‘It can't hurt 
that much, can it? He wonders, but his train of thought is interrupted as he feels Richie's finger circling his 


entrance, and his mind goes wild. 


He holds his breath as he feels the finger trespassing the ring of muscle, and sinking in The sensation is very 
unfamiliar, it makes him feel quite uncomfortable, and he feels a dull pain as the finger sinks to its knuckles. 


Richie then moves it in circular motions trying to ease his opening with the lube. 


"Another?" Richie asks, and Jon almost jumps at the voice from being too entranced in the feeling of the finger 
inside him. He nods his head softly, and then Richie goes back to what he was doing, and adds a second finger. 


Now Jon winces in pain, and he understands why it seemed complicated. The feeling was weird, unfamiliar, and 


now painful. Richie's fingers were basically battling to get in 


"Relax, Jonny, if you don't relax it'll be harder. This is just two fingers, imagine when the real thing comes." He 
tried calming him, and grinned in victory as he felt the pressure of Jon's muscles ease the way. He hears Jon 
taking deep breaths as he holds the sheets in a deathly grip. His face scrunched in concentration, and is upper 


body flushed in a pretty rosy color. ‘Cute’ 
"Very funy, Sambora As if you were much bigger than me." Richie just chuckles knowingly. 


He actually never got to see Richie's cock in these two months of being together. They were in a very tight 
schedule, and they barely had time to breathe between shows, interviews, photoshoots, and more. However, he 


had quite an idea of Richie's size. Or so he thought. 


Richie starts scissoring him, drawing whimpers and tiny moans from him. He eyes Richie quickly, and sees him 
look very concentrated on his task, which just makes him feel all giddy inside. Then all thoughts flew away 
when Richie begins to finger him in a steadily delicious pace, and he finds a bundle of nerves inside him that he 


didn't know existed. 


"Holy fuck, Oh, Oh my Godl" Richie continues pressing at that spot as feels his lover's entrance loosen under 


his touch, and then adds another finger as the room is filled with arousing squelching sounds from the amount 
of lube on his fingers. "Fuck fuck fuck, there! Rich!" His back arches, his chest heaves, his head falls back, and 
his toes curl at that weird feeling, which was in fact very good. His dick was leaking so much precum that it 


was beginning to form a puddle on his lower stomach. 


"There?" He asks with a mischievous smile as he looks up to see Jon writhing under him, his thighs shaking like 


crazy, and his arm landing over his eyes. 


"Yes! | can't anymore, please!" Jon looks at him with pleading eyes, they are watery, and rosy from the 
stimulation, his mouth red from biting so much, and his entire body covered in a sheer layer of sweat. 


"Please what, baby?" He knew he was being mean, and a tease, but he couldn't help but play with him a little 
more. He expected thunderbolts, flames, and punches thrown at him because who would hear Jon Bongiovi beg 


for something? Tough luck. 


"Please put it in already Richie! Please, I'm gonna explode!" He couldn't believe his ears, and it's like that flipped 
a switch inside himself that let his insides go wild. The heat spread all over his being as he watches his lover 


shake under him. 
He pulls his fingers out, and Jon whines at the loss. 


He proceeds to pull his underwear out just in time to Jon's eyes looking at his crotch. Jon's mouth falls open 
as sees Richie's cock spring out of its prison, bouncing slightly as Richie throws the boxers somewhere in the 
room. He grips the hot member in his hand, and lightly strokes it. H's a few inches longer, and much thicker 
than his, and his only thought was ‘How's that even gonna fit? 


"With a lot of lube, and some hope." He didn't even realize he spoke out loud, so he averts his eyes 
embarrassingly. "Now, there's nothing to be ashamed of, love." He inches closer to Jon's flushed face, and 
kisses him tenderly. Jon melts into the kiss, and pulls his hands to Richie's neck, running his thumb lovingly 
over his jaw. "This belongs to you, and you only." 


"It better does." He mumbles with a pout, and Richie cackles, and kisses the center on Jon's chest dearly. He 
reaches for the lube, and pours an obscene amount to his palm, and then strokes his hard penis with it. He 
groans lusttully, and Jon realizes that he's been the one receiving pleasure all this time, while Richie did all the 


work. It kind of makes him feel guilty. 


That guilt washes away as he watches Richie's bigger hands stroke his equally bigger dick, and feels an 
unfamiliar hunger take over him. He feels the need to touch it, to put his mouth on it, and taste it. He also 
feels the unfamiliar need to be able to completely take it in his mouth, to be able to give unmeasurable 


pleasure to his lovely partner. 


"You like it, baby?" He asks as he wiggles his eyebrows. ‘You lil shit: Jon nods without knowing, and then grins 
shyly. "Okay, I'll put it in" Jon then sits up a little bit, holding himself with his elbows to see Richie's every 


move. 


Richie opens his legs wider, and brings the tip of his cock close to his entrance, and Jon holds his breath in 
anticipation while Richie starts entering, feel the resistance of the muscles still. Jon gasps at the feeling of his 
ass being stretched out further than before. "Fuck, fuck" Richie groans deeply as he sinks slowly into Jon's 
tight heat. He feels Jon's pain, and inches down to kiss it away. He also moves a hand to his leaking penis to 


stroke it, mixing the pain with familiar pleasure. 


"Fuck, baby, you're so tight. Nhng. Relax, love." Jon tries to do as he's told, draws deep breaths to calm 
himself. "Yeah, baby, just like that. Oh God" Richie moans as he sinks deeper, and easier than before. He then 
comes to a halt, and realizes he's completely engulfed by Jon's tight heat. They're both panting hard, and he 


laughs as he eyes Jon's blissful expression 
"How do you feel, love?" He smiles fondly as Jon's dreamy eyes blink at him. 
It takes a second for Jon to respond due to how overwhelmed he is with his feelings. 


‘Im... | feel sooo full." He bites his lips seductively as a hot expression settles over his face. His places his 
hand over his lower abdomen, and moves it in circling motions to make his point. His eyes are blown wide, and 


they sparkle with a beauty Richie can't describe with words. 


He gulps heavily, Adam's apple visibly moving with the weight of his desire. It takes all his self-control to not 
buck his hips into Jon, or pound him into the mattress right then and there. He's settled comfortable between 
Jon's spread legs, the blonde seeming so small under his dominant presence. 


"Can | move, love?" Jon nods, still in a bliss. So, he pulls out slowly almost all the way, leaving only the tip 
inside, and then slams it back in He settles with a slow pace, letting Jon adapt to the feeling. But apparently Jon 
was having other thoughts. 


"Aahng, Mhnm, faster, Rich! Harder, please." He could have cum right there from just looking at Jon's pleading 
face, and listening to his whiny voice begging to be fucked harder. ‘He's seriously gonna be the death of me: 
Thought Richie to himself as he picks up the pace, and slams his big cock into him, hard. 


Jon's back arches slightly as he brushes his sweet spot, clenches in such a way that leaves Richie cursing, and 


groaning nonstop. 


"Oh Richie, there! Aaah." Richie stops for a second, and before Jon can complain, he straightens up, picks Jon's 
knees, and pulls them to his shoulders. Then he angles his hips, and starts thrusting again in a brutal pace, 
going even deeper than before, and hitting the sweet bundle of nerves spot on. "Of fuck, fuck, fuck, Richie! 
Honey!" Wet, and smacking sounds filled the room as they continued with their lovemaking. 


Jon is a moaning mess at this point, and Richie is delighted to hear his lover be so vocal. He thought of Jon to 


be quite the silent lover, but now he just realized he might have been wrong by the way Jon was wantonly 


moaning from pleasure, the pleasure that he was giving him. 

He inches closer to Jon as much as he can, and kisses him wet, and hot. Their humid breaths mingling 
together. A tear runs down Jon's cheek due to all the sensations his was feeling being too overwhelming. He 
drags his nails all over Richie's back, being very sure that itd leave bruises for days, but he didn’t care, it let 
anyone know that Richie was his, just as he marked him. Richie hisses, but enjoys the little spark of pain 
Richie can feel himself reaching his limit, but he doesn't want to come without Jon 

"Baby, I'm gonna cum soon! Are you close?" 

"Yes, yes I'm so close Richie. Fuck!" 

"Lets come together, love." Jon frantically nods, and feels his release shake him to the core, leaving him 
breathless as he opens his mouth in an ‘o' shape in a silent scream. His back arches suddenly, his toes, and 
fingers curl, and his ass clenches so hard it drives Richie to the edge, too. They both come harder than ever 


before, Richie deep in Jon's heat, and Jon on their stomachs. 


Richie's arms go limp, and he lets his weight fall over Jon without wanting to, but Jon doesn't mind. They're 
both panting, Jon's aftershocks making his body shiver uncontrollably under Richie's hot body. 


Jon is clinging to his lover, feeling tired, and sated. He kisses his ear lovingly, and whispers "I love you, honey. 
Always." He feels Richie kissing the crook of his neck, and he giggles, it being a ticklish spot of his. 


‘| love you, too, baby. | love you so much." Richie looks at him, and then kisses him dearly. He pulls out of Jon, 
rolls to the side, and Jon instantly whimpers at the loss, feeling strangely empty, and curls himself in his 


chest. "We should probably shower." He kisses Jon's forehead tenderly as he runs his palm over his shoulder. 


Jon shakes his head softly. "I wanna sleep. Lets shower tomorrow.’ He mumbles cutely, and Richie smiles 


fondly. 
“Alright baby. Goodnight, then. Sleep tight." He holds him closer around the waist, and nuzzles in his puffy hair. 


"Hmm. Goodnight, honey." He mumbles before falling into a deep slumber. 


Now, Richie could say tall, and proud that he knew all of Jon's body. And soon, he could tell everyone that he 
loved him dearly. 


That he felt like the luckiest man in the universe to be called Jon Bongiovits husband. 


The end ¥ 


